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THROUGH  THE  GATES. 


HO  shall  desire  Attainment  ?     Count  the  cost ! 
To  all  attainment  brings 
A  bitter  flavour  clings : 
The  gained  is  lost ! 


Can  finite  hold  the  infinite  ?     The  sky 

Be  cradled  in  a  lotus?     Spirit-greed 
But  proves  thy  sun  a  firefly  on  a  weed- 
The  stars  are  high. 

Who  shall  desire  Attainment  ?     They  who  gain 
Their  heart's  desire,  confess 
Desires  unworthiness — 
Who  seek  in  vain 

Alone  behold  the  Vision.     Did  no  hand, 
Save  that  of  Vengeance,  hold 
The  prophet-prince  of  old 
From  that  forbidden  Land  ? 


Strive — but  attain  not.     Prove  thy  quest 
Too  great  for  mortal  strength — 
Thou  shalt  attain  at  length 
That  Failure,  best ! 


AT  THE  FORD. 


NDER  a  velvet  sky  we  rode 
Only  we  two  alone, 

Through  the  still,  sweet  gloom  of  a  southern 
night, 

In  a  kingdom  all  our  own. 


The  eyes  of  a  million  stars  looked  down, 

And  we  mocked  them,  unafraid  ; 
And  said,  as  lovers  have  always  said, 

Since  the  foolish  world  was  made : 

"  Death  is  nothing,  and  Love  is  all," 

Who  never  had  looked  on  Death, 
Nor  ever  had  felt  the  hot  life  chill 

At  the  touch  of  his  frozen  breath. 

The  eyes  of  a  million  stars  looked  down 
On  a  world  where  Love  was  Lord  : 

And  the  Death  we  mocked  was  a  name,  no  more ; 
That  night  at  the  river  ford. 

As  the  wash  of  the  water  licked  his  hoof, 

Her  pony  pricked  his  ear, 
Checked,  and  snuffed  at  the  scented  wind, 

His  nostrils  wide  with  fear. 

She  looked  across  at  the  fringe  of  foam 

That  clung  to  the  further  shore  ; 
"Dick,  is  the  crossing  safe  to-night? 

He  never  refused  before  !  " 


Fool — thrice  fool !     For  I  only  laughed — 
"The  night's  as  bright  as  day, 

And  the  ford's  as  safe  as  it  always  is  !  " 
But  the  voice  of  the  tide  said  "  Nay  ! 

"  He'll  follow  us  if  we  give  the  lead  : 
It's  just  that  the  water's  cold  : 

You  shall  ride  across  on  my  saddle  bow, 
As  it  was  in  the  days  of  old  !  " 


Ere  ever  we  reached  the  middle  stream, 

I  felt  the  lift  of  the  tide  ; 
I  stole  a  glance  at  the  further  bank, 

And  knew  we  were  steering  wide. 

I  saw  the  fear  in  her  startled  face, 
As  the  water  washed  her  knee — 

And  Red  Morn  tripped  on  a  shifting  stone- 
Went  down — and  I  snatched  her  free. 

A  shouldering,  angry  swell  came  on, 
And  lifted  and  swept  us  down, 

And  I  heard  the  roar  of  the  hidden  Sea, 
Like  the  hum  of  a  waking  town. 

Was  it  the  drum  of  the  racing  blood, 

Or  the  rush  of  the  tide,  that  spake  ? 

"  Surely  a  foolish  thing  to  drown 

For  a  drowning  woman's  sake  ! " 


"  One  may  beat  to  the  shore — alone  : 

One — for  the  race  is  swift. 
Fight  for  your  life,  for  life  is  good, 

And  cast  the  woman  adrift ! " 

Why  should  I  drown  with  This  that  hung 
Like  a  sodden  weight  on   my  heart? 

I  struck  the  piteous,  clinging  hands, 
And  tried  to  wrench  them  apart ! 

She  raised  her  face  like  a  rain-swept  flower 
From  the  web  of  her  tangled  hair — 

Of  her  own  free  will,  she  loosed  her  hands — 
And  ....  I  turned  and  left  her  there  .... 

The  world  swung  out  in  a  surge  of  foam — 
Swung  out — And  I  knew  no  more ! 

But  the  Thing  that  had  once  been  I  was  found, 
Alive,  on  the  wind-wracked  shore. 

And  ever  he  sees  a  still,  white  face, 
Whose  eyes  are  a  hopeless  prayer : 

And  ever  he  feels  the  clinging  arms, 

And  the  sweep  of  the  tangled  hair: 

And  ever  he  hears  a  haunting  voice, 
With  the  rush  of  the  river  blent — 

And  the  weight  of  a  Shame,  too  deep  for  shame, 
Is  the  weight  of  his  punishment ! 


OLLOW  the  Path— The  road  is  steep 

With  twisted  roots  and  tangled  vines  — 
Follow  the  Path — through  silent  pines 
That  shadow  winds  have  rocked  to  sleep. 


Follow  the  Path — Through  unknown  lands 
Of  night  and  storm  and  watching  Fear — 
Follow  the  Path — The  goal  is  near, 

The  Talisman  is  in  our  hands. 

Follow  the  Path — From  height  to  height, 
A  sudden  shaft  of  glory  sweeps 
Pale  drifts  of  spirit  flowers,  and  leaps 

To  shimmering  cataracts  of  light. 


Follow  the  Path — Through  clanging  Gates 
That  thunder  back  on  echoing  Space — 
The  Powers  of  Darkness  lose  the  race,- 

Follow  the  Path — The  Vision  waits! 


DE   PROFUNDIS. 

OO  many  only  laugh  at  health, 

And  fritter  days  and  years  away  — 
Nor  dream  what  one,  at  least,  would  pay, 
To  gather  in  their  squandered  wealth. 


Too  many  mock  the  Fear  of  Death, 
Who  never  felt  the  mortal  throe. — 
We  make  small  jest  of  it,  who  know 

The  fierce  revolt,  the  thickened  breath, 

The  dread  lest,  in  that  dark  To  Be, 

When  pain  has  beaten  down  the  will, 
We  shall  not  suffer  and  be  still 

And  all  the  world  may  hear  and  see  ! 

They  speak  of  Faith  that  conquers  Fear — 
They  say  the  Grave  has  lost  its  power 
Who  never  knew  that  darkest  hour 

When  God  is  far,  and  Torment  near. 

Rebellion — and  the  faithless  cry 
For  Life — or  fortitude  to  die  ! 


A  BALLAD  OF  FAILURE. 


HEN  stakes  are  high  and  the  last  hand's  played  : 
When  all  that  you  had  is  lost  and  made: 
When  the  last  trump  covers  the  helpless  ace: 
When  ruin  and  you  stand  face  to  face  : 
When  Hell  itself  is  the  hole  you're  in — 
— The  Sportsman  drinks  to  the  men  who  win  ! 


When  all  you  have  said  is  said  in  vain, 
And  the  love  you  sought  is  another's  gain: 
Though  She  and  the  race  alike  be  lost 
A  single  stride  from  the  winning-post : 
If  the  play  be  fair  and  the  race  well  run, 
Then  toast  the  luck  of  the  man  who  won  I 

If  death  be  cast  by  the  dice  of  Fate, 

Then  face  it  fair — like  a  five-bar  gate. 

Though  the  top-rail's  barbed  and  the  ditch  is  deep, 

There's  never  a  sportsman  shirks  that  leapl 

Though  Life  be  the  wager  lost  to-day, 

There's  never  a  sportsman  fears  to  pay  I 

Lose  your  life  as  you  lost  your  tin, 

With  a  rousing  cheer  for  the  men  who  win! 


LAUS  GLADIO. 

OOD  red  steel  in  a   strong  right  hand — 

Back  to  the  wall  and  make  your  stand  ! 
Die  like  a  priest,  or  a  woman  I     No  ! 
Take  it  clean  and  face  to  the  foel 
Fight ! 


Drunk  with  the  sound  of  the  kissing  steel, 
And  a  strong,  fierce  joy  that  is  good  to  feel — 
Quickening  breath  through  teeth  a-clinch — 
Yielding  the  vantage  inch  by  inch- 
Fight  ! 


Waste  no  breath  in  a  needless  prayer- 
God  is  an  Umpire  just  and  fair. 
Sell  your  life  for  the  best  you  can, 
And  take  your  death  — like  an   Englishman  ! 
Fight! 


PRO  PATRIA. 

PLENDOUR  of  Life!— Brave  life  that   is  worthy  the 
living  : — 

Strong  as  the  wind  and  sea- 
Proof  of  its  right  to  be — 
Life  that  is  worthy  the  giving  :— 

Splendour  of  Life  —  Brave  Life  that  is  worthy  the 
losing ! 


Splendour  of  Love !     And  Honour  exalted  in  loving  :— 

Love  that  could  dare  proclaim 

Duty  the  nobler  name- 
Love   that  rang  true  at  the   proving:— 
Splendour  of  Love— a  love  that  is  worthy  the  leaving ! 


Splendour  of    Death !      Black   wine   that   runs    flame   to   the 
drinking  : — 

Kiss  of  the  thin,  bright  steel- 
Kiss  that  is  sharp  to  feel- 
Heart  that  shall  meet  it  unshrinking  :— 
Splendour  of  Death — for  a  cause  that  is  worthy  the  dying ! 


PERFUMES  OF  OLD  JAPAN 
I. 

FLOWER  -  OF  -  THE  -  THISTLE. 


HE  Thistle  stood  by  the  Temple  door — 

The  great,  red  door  where  the  iris  grow, 
And  the  peach-tree  scatters  its  tinted  snow, 
Adrift  on  the  lacquered  floor. 


In  a  trailing  gown  with  a  silken  sheen — 

A  dusky  frame  to  her  fair,  white  face — 
She  smiled  and  bowed  with  the  fragile  grace 
Of  a  girl  on  a  painted  screen. 


And  a  Firefly  tended  his  jewelled  flame, 

And  brushed  the  dew  from  his  crimson  hood, 
And  wooed  her  as  decorous  fireflies  should — 
Till  the  Wind  of  the  Sunset  came! 


The  Wind  of  the  West  was  strong  and  fleet; 

He  brought  rich  gifts  from  an  unknown  land. 
He  scattered  his  gold  with  a  lavish  hand 
At   Flower-of-the-Thistle's   feet. 


And   Flower-of-the-Thistle   drooped    her 
head 

At   the    daring   things   that    the   Stranger 
said! 


"The  flower  that  trusts  to  the  West  Wind  dies,' 
The  Firefly  whispered,  "We  love  you  best. 
East  for  the  east,  and  West  for  west — 
Oh,   little  white  flower,  be  wise!" 


But  the  Wind  of  the  golden  Sunset  sighed, 

And  the  velvet  breath  was  a  velvet  kiss: 
"What  is  a  Firefly's  love — to  this? 
Come — for  the  world  is  wide!" 


And  Flower-of-the-Thistle  slipped  away, 
A  wee,  white  ghost  in  the  twilight  grey. 


The  Iris  mourned,    "She  will  come  no  more!" 

And  wept  till  her  silken  sleeves  were  damp: 
But  the  Firefly  kindled  his  tiny  lamp, 
And  hastened  down  to  the  shore. 


The  Crickets  called  to  him  as  he  passed, 

"Fool!     She  is  lost!     You  watch  in  vain;" 
But  he  answered,    "She  will  return  again: 
And  she  will  be  mine  at  last!" 


The  stars  burne  i  dim  as  the  dawn  drew  nigh, 
And  back  to  the  land  it  loved  the  best, 
The  Soul  df  a  flower  came  home  to  rest, 
As  a  little  white  butterfly! 
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II. 

NEDZUMI. 

F  you  lie  very  still  and  never  stir, 

Nor  shake  the  futons,  little  mice  may  peep 
Round  corners  of  the  fusuma,   and  creep 
Across  the  mats  like  tiny  balls  of  fur. 


They  are  the  Souls  of  those  who,  doing  wrong, 
Hid  their  misdeeds,  for  fear  of  punishment — 
Poor,  timid,  frightened  spirits  that  repent: 

And,  with  repentance,  struggle  to  be  strong. 

If  one  should  linger,  seeing  you  awake, 

And  look  at  you  with  big  bright,  frightened  eyes, 
Don't  ever  move,  or  show  the  least  surprise, 

Or  raise  your  head,  for  fear  the  pillow  shake: 

For  it  is  trying  to  be  brave,  and  speak, 

And  so  make  reparation  for  its  sin — 

It  knows  confession  must  be  made  to  win 

Forgiveness,  and  the  little  Soul  is  weak! 
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ACROSS  THE  BORDERLANDS. 


CROSS  the  borderlands  of  sleep  they  pass — 

Unreal   and  strange — 

Faces  we  knew  and  loved  in  that  far  land : 
Hearts  that  were  ours,  too  young  to  understand- 

Young  hearts  must  change. 


Their  star  is  set  in  skies  beyond  the  range 

Of  our   dream  sight,- — 

In  strange  new  dawns,  as  yet  half-understood — 
Clear  dawns  of  love,  of  wife,  and  motherhood — • 
They  find  the  light. 


They  pass,  the  well-beloved,  to  weal  or  woe, 
In  worlds  we  know  not,  nor  shall  ever  know  I 


TENEBRAE. 

CALLED    Him:    and     the     blank,     white     walls     made 

answer, 

In  mine  own  words.     The  idle  Cherubim 
Played     with     their     wings,     and     fierce     Archangels 

crested 
Their  fiery  plumes,  nor  gave  me  word  of  Him. 


I  scaled  the  heights  to  storm  the  forts  of  Heaven, 
And   lo!  Without  a   touch,    the  ramparts  fell! 

The  waiting  Legions  yawned  upon   their  lances, 
Conning  a  secret  they  forbore  to  tell. 
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I  found  a  Throne,  and,  on  the  Throne,  a  Presence — 

Shadowed,  yet  wonderful  exceedingly, 
With  great,  wide,  pitying  arms  to  help  and  pardon- 


And  it  was  mine  own  Self  that  mocked  at  me!' 


[ERE,  where  the  roads  divide,  full-armed, 
With  visor  closed  and  spear  in  rest, 
Our  gilded  spurs  as  yet  to  win, 

We  three  go  forth  upon  our  quest. 


True  service  to  the  faith  we  hold — 

True  service  to  the  vows  we  made — 

And,  win  or  lose,  on  stricken  field, 

God's  hand  shall   give  the  accolade. 
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The  Whiie  People 


THE  GARDEN. 


O  you  know  the  purple  twilight 

Where  the  mists  are  violet-blue: 
And  the  shadow-haunted  gardens, 

Where  the  wildest  dreams  come  true? 


Have  They  chased  you,  blind  and  breathless, 

Through  the  jasmine-scented  night, 
Down  the  corridors  and  arches, 

Till  you  nearly  died  of  fright? 
Have  you  raced,   the  sea  behind  you, 

Through  the  awful,  endless  rain? 
Did  you  ever  find  the  pathway 

To  the  City  of  the  Plain? 

Do  you  know  that  Other  Garden, 

And  the  hush  of  summer  dawns; 

And   the   deep,    dew-laden  valleys, 
Just  beyond  the  terraced  lawns? 


When  the  bugles  of  the  twilight 

Call  across  the  darkened  sky. 
Comes  a  little  hush  and  shiver, 

As  the  Shadow  folk  go  by: 
Then  the  sudden  thrill  and  glamour 

Of  some  half  forgotten  spell    . 
And  we  find  ourselves  together, 

In  the  Land  we  know  so  well! 
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THE  SUMMER  GARDEN. 


HE  sweep  of  blue,   unruffled  sea, — 

The  tower  that  fronts  the  rising  sun, — 
The  broad  white  balustrades  that  run 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  vine  and  tree, — 


The  shadowy  purple  mists  that  hold 

All   dreamland   in  their  magic  breath, 
All  happiness  of  Life,  or  Death, — 

The  sky  aflame  with  pallid  gold, — 

The  drowsy  whirr  of  myriad  wings 

In  valleys  dark  with  olive  gloom, 
And  hollows  rich  with  hidden  bloom, 

The  glamour  of  forgotten  Springs. 

Far  up,  beyond  the  sleeping  height, 

Long,  twilight  avenues  of  palm, 

Long  trailing  creepers,  drenched  with  balm, 
Long  colonnades  of  glimmering  white. 


THE  JOURNEY'S  END. 


IDE  fields  of  asphodel,  and  through  the  trees, 

The  Gates  of  Home: 

All  peace  that  was,  and  is,  and  is  to  be, 
In  one  broad  vision  of  enchanted  sea, 

That  never  breaks  in  foam. 
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MAGIC  SEAS. 

HE  stars  arc  out  and  the  wind's  at  rest, 

And  the  moon's  like  a  silver  shield. 
There's  no  one  awake  but  you  and  me, 
And  the  big  brown  owl  in  the  sycamore  tree, 
And  the  fairy  folk  are  afield. 


There's  a  bay  that's  horned  like  a  crescent  moon, 

With  a  beach  like  a  drift  of  snow: — 
And  a  great  white  ship  in  the  offing  swings, 
With  broad  white  sails  like  a  seabird's  wings: 
She's  waiting  for  us  I  know. 

We  hear  the  drone  of  a  deep  sea  chant, 

As  the  long  wet  oar  blades  sweep: 
For  the  anchor's  weighed  and  the  sails  unfurled, 
To  bear  us  off  to  an  unknown  world, 
While  the  tired  old  Earth's  asleep. 


SHADOW  DANCE. 

E  mustn't  go  into  the  Twilight  Woods, 

Nor  down  to  the  Dreamland  Beaches: 
We  mustn't  go  over  the  Sunset  Hills, 
Nor  on  to  the  Purple  Reaches. 

Oh,  hush!  It's  because  of  the  Shadows! 
Oh,   mind!  They  might  catch  you — Run! 
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Though  the  meadows  of  sleep  are  white  with  bloom, 

At  the  back  of  the  Sunset  Ranges, 
We  mustn't  go  there  when  the  mists  get  blue, 

And  the  light  on  the  levels  changes. 

There's  a  dear  little  glade  by  the  Tufted  Palm, 
Where  that  tall  dream  orchid  blazes; 

And  thousands  and  thousands  of  daffodil  spears, 
And  millions  of  fat  dream  daisies. 

In  that  little  green  glade  by  the  Tufted  Palm, 
There  are  hyacinths,   just  for  the  taking — 

But  the  oleanders  are  close  behind, 

And  I'm  sure  that  I  saw  them  shaking! 

Oh,  come  away,  quick  I  It's  the  Shadows! 
Oh,  don't  let  them  catch  you!     Run  I 


GATES  OF  SLEEP. 

HE  Elder  Folk  were  all  abed, 

The  World  was  ours — to  keep! 
So  we  set  out  for  Shadowland — 
The  purple  hills  of  Shadowland — 
We  went  to  look  for  Shadowland 
Beyond  the  Gates  of  Sleep! 


There  was  a  fairy  moon  that  spun 
A  silver  web  in  the  sky; — 
A  small  wind   frolicked  amongst  the  wheat, 
And  tossed  the  poppies  across  our  feet: 
Pit-a-pat!   pit-a-pat!   our  two  hearts  beat, 

As  the  great  white  moths  drummed  by! 
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It  was  a  world  all  still  and  changed, 
And  white  as  a  silver  frost: 
Our  feet  were  drenched  with  an  elfin  dew, 
And  round  and  around  the  strange  moths  flew, 
And  never  a  single  path  we  knew, 

For  a  hundred  thousand  crossed. 


Here  was  the  Gate  of  Shadowland, 

And,  in  the  lock,  the  key. 

And  the  stiff  bolts  sprang  from  the  tangled  grass, 
And  the  great  bar  snapped  like  a  bar  of  glass, 
And  the  doors  swung  wide  for  our  feet  to  pass. 
And  the  Shadowland  was  free! 


The  Elder  Folk  were  all  abed, 

The  World  was  ours — to  keep! 
We  went  to  look  for  Shadowland — 
Ah,   me!     The  walls  of  Shadowland! 
They  held  us  fast  in  Shadowland, 
Beyond  the  Gates  of  Sleep! 


WANDERERS  OF  THE  DARKNESS. 

HEN  the  hour  is  late,  and  the  night  lamp  fails, 
This  is  the  time  when  the  Dead  may  speak. 

There  are  nebulous  ghosts  that  melt  away — 
There  are  terrible  ghosts  that  come  to  stay: 
Ghosts  that  were  wicked,  or  wild,  or  weak, 
Ghosts  that  whisper  and  ghosts  that  shriek: 

But  the  last  to  pass  ere  the  dawn  of  day 
Is  the  little  blind  ghost  that  wails. 
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THE  VOICE  OF  A  LITTLE  GHOST. 

We  have  lost  our  way  in  the  Shadowland, 

And   it   is  dreary! 
Can  you  not  pray  for  us — 
Could  you   not  say  for   us — 
Some  one  might  listen — 

That  we  are  so  weary? 
There  is  no  rest  in  the  Shadowland! 

"There  is  darkness  here  in  the  Shadowland: 

Night  and  rain  only. 
You  were  so  near  to  us — 
You  were  so  dear  to  us — 
Have  you  no  help  for  us? 

We  who  are  lonely! 
There  is  no  home  in  the  Shadowland  1" 


TERROR  BY  NIGHT. 

HERE'S  a  breath  in  the  dark  behind  us, 

That  stirs  in  the  lifted  hair — 
A  cry  on  the  long  grey  levels, 

That  throbs  in  the  thickened  air — 

Labored  breath,  and  reek  of  sweat,  and 
whip  of  the  flying  mane; 

Reddened  spur  in  the  smoking  flank,  and 
foam  on  the  bridle  chain: 


Ride — oh,    ridel      There's   Terror   behind    in    the   dark- 
ness! 
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Ride!  for  the  Half-way  Headland! 

Where  the  long  red  road  divides: 
To  the  lee  of  the  wind-ribbed  ledges, 

That  the  smoke  of  the  spindrift  hides — 


Sea-salt  caked  on  the  whitened  lips,  and 
caked  on  the  stiffened  hand: 

Lowered  head,  and  loosened  rein,  and 
sting  of  the  flying  sand — 


Ride — oh,    ride!      There's   Terror   behind   in    the   dark- 
ness! 


There's  a  treacherous,  shifting  quicksand, 

Where  the  tall  dream  grasses  show: 
There's  a  sudden  dip  in  the  upland — 

And  the  edge  of  the  world  below! 

Straining  eye,  and  tightened  rein,  and 
pant  of  the  thickened  breath: 

Give  him  his  head,  and  take  it  now! 
Ah  !  Higher ! — A  slip  means  death  ! 

Ride — oh,  ride!      From  Terror  behind  in  the  darkness! 
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THE  BORDERLANDS. 
I. 

O,  you've  come  at  last.     Of  course    I'm  waiting — 

'Most  immensely  good  of  me,  I  know: 
Two — whole — nights— I         Now — what      have      you 

been  doing? 
Pussy,  don't  prevaricate ;  it's  Low  1 


Never  mind,  then:  'tisn't  worth  a  squabble, 
I'll  forgive — and  race  you  to  the  Bridge 

Yes — I  did  I     You  never  overtook  me, 

Till  I  came  that  cropper  on  the  ridge. 


Hurry  now — I  know  there's  Shadows  watching — 
"Almost  swear  I  saw  Them  hiding — twice! 

— Run  for  all  you're  worth  across  the  clearing! 
Mind!  The  ground's  as  slippery  as  ice! 


Steady   on — I   think   the   danger's  over — 
Nasty  little  bit  of  timber  there  I 

All  because  my  Lady  chose  to  dawdle, 
Picking  flowers  to  decorate  her  hair! 


Here's  the  Lonely  Valley    ....   I'd  forgotten 
There's  that  ugly  corner,  round  the  bend. 

Shall  we  chance  the  rhododendron  thickets? 
Risky   .    .   yes,  but  safest  in  the  end. 
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Outer  Gate,  at  last!     Whilst  I'm  unlocking, 

Slip  the  bolts.      Now  take  the  precious  key. 

Ah — !     Syringa,   Pussy!      Can't  you  smell  it? 
'Pity  those  magnolias  hide  the  sea. 

'Seems  to  me  those  Dreams  are  getting  restive — 

Something's  wrong  there    .     .     .    Pussy,  what'a  the 
Word? 

No — we  must  get  in — I'll  try  another — 

I  believe  that  wretched  Nightmare  heard  I 

Double,  Pussy!     Quick!     The  Gate's  unfastened  1 
Back!  They're  buzzing  like  a  hornets'  nest! 

Run!  Run!  Run!  I'll  hold  the  path  behind  you! 
Up  the  causeway,  Pussy!     Run  your  best! 


n. 


Come  along — we've  got  the  night  before  us  I 
Shall  we  give  our  friends  a  little  run? 

Down  the  Corridors  behind  the  Arches — 

Cross  the  Open  Lattice,   Pussy?      Done! 


Hurry  now — They're  stringing  out  behind 
Keep  'em  so — You  silly  ass  to  wait! 

'Think   they've   been   annoyed,    or  something,    Pussy, 
They're  so  jolly  keen  to  take  the  bait. 

Let  them  get  us  very  nearly  cornered: 

When  they  have,  we'll  drop  the  Spell  and  go! 
Mind!      Or  you'll  be  slipping  through   the  lattice — 

And  it's  cracking — There!      I  told  you  so! 
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Pussy    .    .    .    What's  that  awful  Thing  behind  you — 

'Jove!      We're  dished — Oh,   runl      It's  back  again! 

No — Oh — Don't!     Oh,  please!     We  never  meant  it — 
If  you'd  just  allow  me  to  Explain!    .... 


III. 


A  sudden  breath — a  magic  wind — 

The   Day  World   darkens   out  behind, 
And  slips  away  and  leaves  us  free. 


Beyond  the  borderlands  of  sleep, 
Where,  blue  with  mist,  the  ranges  sweep, 
Through  violet  uplands  to  the  sea. 


We  find  a  path  amongst  the  hills — 
A  narrow  path,   with  daffodils 
Like  shadow-gold   amid  the  grass. 


And  here  we  loiter,  till  a  Fear — 
A  shapeless  terror,   lurking  near — 
Gives  warning   that   the  Shadows   pass. 

The  great  Plateau  is  dark  and  strange, 
The  palms  and  oleanders  change 
To   squatting,    spider-bodied   things, 
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Monstrosities  that  leap  and  sprawl, 
And  drop  upon  us  if  we  fall — 
Bird-faced,   delirium-dreams,   with  wings. 

Through  blind,  hot  alleyways  of  night, 
We  stumble,   choking  with   affright, 
Down  broken  steps  we  cannot  see: 


And   twenty  times  the  gates  are  barred: 
A  hundred  times  They  press  so  hard, 
Our  frenzied  fingers  drop  the  key. 


Yet,    for   one  reckless  moment's  space, 
We  dare  to  check  our  headlong  race, 
And  turn  and  mock  Them,  hand  in  hand: 

And  even  as  we  turn,  our  feet, 
A  moment  since  so  light  and   fleet, 
Are  clogged  and  moveless  in  the  sand. 

The  faithless  Talisman  we  clasp. 
Lies  unresponsive  in  our  grasp, 
A  thing  of  horror,  cold  and  stark — 


And  whosoever  dares  defy 
The  Power  of  Shadowland,  shall  die 
Alone  and  helpless,  in  the  Dark! 
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THE  LOST  GARDEN 

(Fragment) . 


LUE  headland  melts  to  violet  sea, 

The  white  fog  gathers,  fold  on  fold: 
And  yellow  waves  of  daffodil 

Sweep  upward  in  a  storm  of  gold, 


And  beat,  a  sudden  foam  of  light, 

On  that  tall  Gate  I  may  not  pass; 

And  break  in  jewelled  spray,  and  lie 
Like  spindrift  frozen  in  the  grass; 

And  through  the  hidden  valley,  scent 

Of  pinewoods,  drowsing  in  the  heat, 

Of  southern  twilight  .  .  .  or  a  breath 

Of  cypress,  resin  ously  sweet  .  .  .  . 


SHADOWS. 


i. 


AS  it  my  fault?  I  have  searched  so  longF 

Did  I  begin  it? 
Because  I  chose  to  disagree, 
She's  hiding,  just  to  frighten  me — 

Just  for  a  minute! 


No — ah,  no  I     For  I  think  she  laughed- 

Hush!     Did  I  hear  it? 
A  little  laugh,  so  clear  and  sweet — 
A  running  laugh,  like  dancing  feet — 

Why  should  I  fear  it? 

She  must  come  if  I  call  again — 
What  should  befall  her? 
The  Shadows  are  not  here,  I  know: 
And  yet — it  seems  so  long  ago! 
Call  her — ah,  call  her! 


II. 


Far — is  it  far? 

My  feet  are  heavy  as  stone: 
The  Valley  lies  to  the  left,  I  know: 
Yet  I  should  have  found  it  an  age  ago — 

And  She  is  waiting  alone! 

Far — is  it  far? 

So  little  and  brave  and  dear  I 
I  never  warned  her — she  may  forget, 
And  slip   in  the  dark — the  banks  are  wet: 

And  They — They  are  always  near! 

Late — is  it  late? 

Till  dawn   .    .    .   the  most  They  would  give. 
Dawn!   .    .    .   She'll  think  I  am  just  in  fun 
When  I  tell  her   .    .    .    How?      Yet  it  must  be  done. 

With  only  a  night  to  live! 
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The  Spear 


THE  POWER  OF  THE  NIGHT, 


HAD  crossed  the  River  of  Remembrance, 

By  the  swaying  Bridge  of  Summer  Sleep — 
Can  you  hear  me — Pussy,  are  you  waiting^ 

Mind — oh,  mindl  The  banks  are  very  steep! 


At  the  palm,  beyond  the  sudden  turning, 

Just  before  that  little  wooded  rise, 
Where  I  saw  the  Shadow-People  watching, 

And  you  said  the  mist  had  blurred  my  eyes — 


Something  came  and  cuddled  up  against  me — 
Little,   coaxing  fingers  caught  my  hand — 

Yes — oh,  yes,  I  know:  but  can  you  wonder, 

When  the  mite  was  lame,  and  couldn't  stand? 


It  was  such  a  little,  helpless  shadow, 

And  I  never  felt  the  tiny  load, 
Till  the  Gate  of  Unforgotten  Fancies, 

Swung  behind  me  on  the  homeward  road. 


You    remember   how   the   Garden   opens 

On  the  River,   just  below  the  Tower — 

Those   Forgotten   Dreams   that   guard   the  wicket. 
Till  we  spoke  a  magic  Word  of  power? 
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You  remember  how  the  Dreams  pursued  us 

Once,  when  we  forgot  the  proper  Word — 

How  we  tore  across  the  rocking  causeway 

From  a  towering  Nightmare  with  a  sword? 

Could  I  leave  it,  lame  and  undefended, 

For  those  Dreams  to  tease  and  terrify? 

Pussy!  Even  we  were  nearly  frightened: 

And  a  mite  that  couldn't  run  would  die! 


Do  you  recollect  the  Purple  Twilight 

Lying  just  beyond  the  Great  Plateau — 

Where  we  nearly  lost  ourselves,  exploring, 
In  the  wilderness  of  palms  below? 

Never   go   across   that  Lower   Terrace, 
Just  beyond  the  tinted  balustrade; 

Where  the  rhododendrons  grow  the  thickest, 
Lurks  a  wicked  Spell  the  Shadows  made! 

There  I  saw  the  trap,  and  tried  to  loosen 
Hands  that  pleaded  pitifully  to  stay — 

Still  they  closed  again,  and,  as  they  tightened, 
Shadow- fingers  wrenched  my  Soul  away. 


Pussy — Dear,  I've  tried  to  put  it  plainly, 

And  it's  hard — Oh,  won't  you  understand? 

You  have  got  to  try  and  do  without  me — 

I  must    .     .    .    stay  behind,   in  Shadowland!' 
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THE  OUTER  POST  OF  DARKNESS. 


OU  have  come  to  meet  me  as  you  promised — 

Did  I  ever  know  you  to   forget? 
Reach  across — I  nearly  touched  your  finger- 
No — It  isn't  dawn  for  ages  yetl 


I  can  see  you  nearly  quite  distinctly! 

Can't  you  touch  me,   Pussy,   darling?      Try! 
Never  mind,  it  isn't  worth  the  trouble: 

We  can  hear  each  other,  you  and  I. 

No — Oh,    Pussy,   darling! — If  They  hear  ua — ! 

Listen — now  you  promised  to  be  strong — 
Why,  you've  got  such  heaps  of  things  to  tell  me — 

And  we  .    .    .  well,  you  see  we  .    .    .  haven't  long. 

Pussy,  please   .    .    .  If  I  could  only  touch  her — 

Little  woman — you  were  always  brave! 
Oh,  my  darling — Don't!     I    ...   couldn't  bear  it! 


Pussy,  even  Shadows  must  behave! 

That's  my  brave  girl.    .    .    .    Pussy,  it's  the  dawning! 

I  must  go — Don't  ask  me  where  or  why! 
Meet  again?      I'm  not    .     .     .    quite  sure    ...    I  fancy 

That  .    .    .   Oh,  Pussy!    .    .    .    It's  a  last  goodbye!" 
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AT  THE  TURN  OF  THE  ROAD 
BY  THE  LONELY  VALLEY 


ONDER  where  I  am  now?  .  .  .  .Good  Lord — and  I've  only 
got  one  blessed  night  to  go — how  far?  We  used  to  run, 
always.  Only  I  can't  now.  Wonder  what  that  red 

splotch Oh,    only    my    foot.      Gravel's    cut    them, 

somehow.      That's  funny:  it  never  did  before;   and,   be- 
sides,   Nightselves   don't    bleed I     know     it's     the     very    last     time 

I'll  ever  see  things as  they  are,   and    the    very    last    time    I    shall 

see  Pussy;  and  I've  said  it  over  and  over  for  hours.  .  .  .and,  somehow,  I 
can't  even  feel  sorry.  Perhaps  it's  just  as  well.  She  won't  care  for  a  beast 
like  that.  That's  a  daythought!  How  the  deuce  did  it  get  here? 

Perhaps  Shadows  don't  feel.  .  .  .or  it's  a  sort  of  rigor  mortis.  I  ex- 
pect that'll  go  off  after  a  bit  and  be — loathsome. 

She'll  wait  by  the  bridge,  just  where  the  bank's  so  beastly  wet  and 
slippery — careless  little  devil.  If  she  fell  in,  she'd  go  right  through  into 

the  Dark,   and  They'd  catch  her.      Catch  her You  abject  cur,   can't 

you  even  feel  that?      Odd,  isn't  it? 

Poor  Pussy  I      Just  as  well  she's  rid  of  me,  if  I'm  like  that. 

I  expect  it's  the  Shadowgrip — just  like  'em  to  pile  on  the  agony.  .  .  .that 
I  don't  feel. 

Now,  where* s  that  blasted  turn?  I  swear  I  passed  the  Palm  ages 
ago:  and  that's  certainly  the  last  curve  of  the  Lonely  Valley.  Daresay  I'll 
be  in  time,  after  all;  but  it's  confoundedly  hard  work.  Of  course!  They've 
clogged  my  feet  with  Shadowsand ! 

Why  couldn't  I  have  more  time?  Shadows  don't  use  time.  Think 
it's  immoral,  I  s'pose — or  irreligious?  Why  the  devil  can't  I  think  straight? 
I'm  not  one.  .  .  .yet. 

No,  not  yet But  I  shall  be.      My !  I'd  better  not  thinkl      I 

don't  want  to  feel  that  till  it's  all  over.  Curious  how  the  ego  resents  per- 
sonal pain  before — other  personal.  .  .  .Oh.  damn! 


There'll  be  sunsets  in  the  Garden,  but  I  sha'n't  see  them:  and  Pussy '11 
call,  even  when  she  knows.  .  .  .What?  I  daren't  think  again.  .  .  .not  that 
last  horror.  They.  .  .  .can't.  They  Can!  And  I  shall  have  no  will  but 
Theirs,  no  power  but  Their*.  .  .  .and  They  could  make  me  drag  her  into 
the  Dark! 

She'd  have  to  face.  .  .  .what  I  face.  The  terror  of  Rhakhoth  and 
the  Spear  that  never  falls.  They'll  make  me  speak  to  her.  Oh,  Pussy! 

never  answer  me "For  whosoever  hearkeneth  to    the    voice    of    the 

Shadowland,  the  Shadowland  shall  have  power  over  to  destroy!" 
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Phrahoth 


LETTERS 


USSY,  do  you  remember  how  we  talked,  ages  ago,  about  the 
Betrayal?  How  we  knew  always  that  we  belonged  to  the 
Garden,  only  so  long  as  we  loved  it  before  everything  in  the 
Dayworld  or  Nightworld?  When  the  Shadows  let  me  go,  I 
held  to  the  Daythings,  because  I  was  afraid  of  the  Dark, 
and  I  even  dragged  my  dayself  into  the  Garden — as  far  as  I  could 
— to  make  me  too  opaque  for  the  Feels  to  pass  through.  That's  because 
the  Feels  had  got  mixed  with  Shadowfear,  and  I  knew  that,  if  they  really 
got  a  hold,  the  Shadowpeople  could  bridge  across,  and  the  Dark  would 
claim  my  Dayself,  too.  One  couldn't  live  a  decent  daylife  with  that  horror: 

and ....  I  may  have  to  turn  into  a  dayself  altogether  some  day And 

yet,  it's  my  own  fault,  so  I  mustn't  howl.      And,  so  far,  the  Outer  Garden's 
left. 

I've  been  trying  to  fit  things  into  Daydimensions,  somehow;  and  I've 
found  a  few  colour-words  that  really  translate  a  little  bit — all  wrong,  of 
course,  but  still,  they  give  the  ghost  of  a  flicker:  and  if  the  Garden  slips 
away  from  me  altogether,  I'll  have  at  least  its  dead  shadow  to  keep. 

I've  tried  it  with  the  Hothguard,  too,  but,  naturally,  that's  hopeless. 
They're  too  big  for  the  most  elastic  dayword. 

Pussy,  do  you  know  that  the  Phrahoth's  beautiful?  I'm  beginning 
to  think  you  have  to  live  through  Terror-night  to  know  it.  There's  such 
a  splendid  lift  to  his  huge  shoulders  and  his  hands  are  so  strong,  and  there's 
a  wonderful  feel  about  them,  even  though  they  hurt  like  sin  sometimes. 

I'm  sure  that  the  Hothguard  are  with  the  Seraphim,  because  of  those 
voices  behind  the  Dark 


USSY,  I'm  writing  these  just  in  case  your  Dayself  ever  sees  them. 
If  it's  only  part  of  mine,  after  all,  I'll  write  to  myself.  Not 
often:  I've  got  to  belong  to  the  Dayworld  now — I'll  have  to 
do  it  thoroughly;  but  just  sometimes  when  the  Garden-feel 
catches  me  unawares.  I  don't  like  being  here — Lord!  how 
I  loathe  the  Dayself  of  me — mean,  cowardly,  little  beast!  Dayselves 
all  are,  even  the  best  of  them.  It's  only  the  Night-soul  shining 
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through  that  makes  them  decent.  Some  Daypeople  are  more  opaque  than 
others;  and  they're  always  brutes,  though  quite  likely  their  Nightselves 
may  be  just  the  sort  of  things  you'd  love. 

It's  very  odd,  Pussy.  If  you  dayself  properly — the  way  we  did — 
the  edges  dovetail:  but  if  you're  the  fraction  of  a  night-second  too  late,  you 
either  drop  through  into  the  Dark,  or,  more  likely,  the  Shadows  grab  you, 
like  me.  The  Greydarkness  gets  between,  and  keeps  the  crack  open,  some- 
how. 

Dayselves  are  funny  things,  though — stupid  things.  What  they  seem 
most  afraid  of  is  themselves,  and  Day-death.  I  am,  too — half  of  me — 
but  the  rest,  the  half  that  really  counts,  knows  better.  What  I  really  funk 
is  the  certainty  that  they'll  cram  me  into  a  hole  in  the  ground,  and  plank 
down  some  ghastly  stone  monstrosity  over  me — they  love  doing  it. 

Ugh!  fancy  being  planted  out — and  labelled,  that's  the  crowning 
horror — like  a  prize  turnip:  Seraphicus  Cherubiniensis,  warranted  to  sprout 
on  Judgment  Day! 

Pussy,  I  hope  that  the  dead  shell  of  me  will  slip  overboard  some  starry 
tropic  night,  and  be  changed  into  a  marvellous  jelly-fish,  all  an  iridescent 

miracle  of  purple  and  orange Or  a  scarlet  swoop  of  seaweed  flung  on 

the  rocks  of  some  unknown  ocean,  miles  beyond  the  track  of  the  Trades. 

Then  my  Nightself  will  be  free  again,  and  perhaps  the  final  terror  of 
Rhakhoth  will  wrench  it  away  from  the  Shadow-grip  at  last. 
Will  you  be  waiting,  Pussy? 


USSY,  if  ever  the  Shadows  catch  you,  remember  this: — Dayself 
hard! — if  They've  left  the  Dayself  untainted- — and  stay  a  Day- 
self.  Never  try  to  find  the  Garden,  because  you'll  only  be 
an  outcast  if  you  do.  And  it  hurts.  Tm  an  ungrateful 
hound,  I  know,  because  it's  been  my  own  fault  right  through, 
and  I'm  lucky  to  have  even  a  Dayself  left:  and,  on  the  whole,  that 
Dayself  has  a  jolly  good  time — dayspeaking,  of  course.  But,  Pussy,  I 
can't  belong  to  this  place,  really,  even  though  I've  learned  to  talk  its  grubby 
little  language,  and  think  its  mean,  grubby  little  thoughts.  I'll  be  as  decent 
a  Dayself  as  I  can — it's  the  only  thing  left  to  do.  But  I'll  be  glad  if  it 
wears  out  quickly — so  glad,  so  very  glad,  Pussy,  even  though  I  must  face 
the  Outer  Darkness  and  the  Phrahoth's  Spear. 
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Till  then,  I'll  have  to  live  the  fullest  and  best  Daylife  I  can:  otherwise, 
I  sha'n't  be  tit  to  face  the  Seraphs,  and  they'll  stare  me  down  into  the  hell 
of  Terror-night,  and  I'll  drift  out  into  the  Dark,  and  be  a  Shadow  till  the 
end  of  Eternity. 

If  I  go  back  through  to  the  Nightself,  I  can't  shut  out  the  Shadow- 
world,  because  it  got  mixed  in  with  the  Shadow-grip:  so  I'm  trying  to  keep 
the  gate  slammed  between  them  both  and  the  Dayself  I'm  trying  to  have. 

'Tisn't  only  for  the  me-ness,  either:  because,  if  it  once  got  tainted, 
the  Dark  could  bridge  through  into  the  Dayworld.  And  that's  the  Unfor- 
givable Sin,  Pussy,  as  the  Dayfolk  never  understand  it.  They  don't  under- 
stand much — they're  darned  idiots  some  ways.  Hardly  any  of  'em  even 
suspect  they've  got  other  Selves.  Some  of  them  show  splendid  Night- 
colours  quite  unconsciously,  but  the  majority  are  too  opaque  to  let  a  single 
radiation  through.  Silly,  snuffy  little  things,  always  fretting  and  fussing 
and  snarling  over  little  dead  bones  of  day-grubbage  that  don't  matter  in 
the  least.  Oh,  yes — I  do  it,  too,  often,  till  I  stop  to  think.  It's  really 
want  of  proportion.  They've  only  got  such  petty  little  things  to  measure 
by — themselves,  chiefly.  Why,  they'd  even  try  to  fit  what  they  call  God 
into  a  fifteen-inch  collar.  No  wonder  the  Seraphs  laugh  I 


A  thing  that  amuses  me  is  when  a  Dayself  fancies  it  can  paint  Seraphs. 
There  was  never  a  Dayself  big  enough  to  think  in  Seraphs,  let  alone  see 
them:  though,  after  all,  even  Nightsouls  can't  think  more  than  the  smallest 
wing-feather — and  that's  a  scarlet  one. 

And  in  the  face  of  that,  Daythings  draw  squabby  things  in  nighties 
with  curls  and  soup-plate  haloes,  and  even  dare  to  call  them  Seraphs  when 
they're  drunk.  Even  Watts  drew  she-angels;  but  that  was  because  his  day- 
self  was  too  strong  for  him.  He  tried  for  the  Night-colours,  though,  and 
there's  a  colour-glory  all  through  his  work:  but — he's  only  a  not-quite, 
when  all  is  said. 

Pussy,  I  wonder  if  the  Seraph  shrugged  its  wing  at  him? 


That's  not  a  day-pain.      It's  a  long  Night-agony  that  burns  through 
all  the  Selves  into  the  Dayworld,  and  leaves  scars  behind  it  that  never  heal 
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up.  I  think  that's  partly  why  dayselves  don't  try  to  keep  connection  with 
the  Nightworld — they're  afraid  of  Seraphs  and  of  that — when  They  sing 
behind  the  Outer  Darkness. 

Pussy,  there's  a  man  that  knows  about  the  Garden — the  Outer  Garden 
behind  the  City  and  the  Halfway  Headland.  He  calls  things  wrong  and 
smudges  them,  and  uses  dreadful  daywords  often  enough;  but  he  knows 
the  Feels — some  of  them.  And  he  knows  about  the  oleanders  and  rhodo- 
dendrons, which  is  curious.  He's  never  found  the  Inner  Garden,  though: 
which  is  why  we  never  met  him,  I  suppose.  Unless  he's  a  half-Shadow, 
like  me. 

Oh,  Pussy — I'm  so  deadly  tired  of  this  vile  Day-prison,  where  nobody 
can  see  straight,  because  they're  scared  of  the  pain. 


USSY,  can  you  imagine  a  seraph  in  a  white  nighty  and  curls  and 
goo-goo  eyes?  A  sort  of  hen-angel  with  clockwork  wings 
and  a  renaissance  smile?  She-angels  are  rather  popular  just 
now — curvy,  cushiony,  boneless  ones,  all  nicely  powdered. 
That's  one  kind — the  other's  the  anaemic,  just-died-of- 
a-decline-infant  variety.  And,  of  the  two,  I  think  the  first's  the 
less  offensive — it's  more  healthy,  anyhow.  Angels  are  always  white,  appar- 
ently. Now,  even  the  silliest  Dayself  knows  that  white's  the  result  of 
imperfect  colour-vision.  Colour  seems  to  be  considered  rather  irreligious, 
not  to  say  blasphemous,  for  angels;  except  in  Old  Masters  and  church 
windows.  All  their  saints  and  angels,  and  even  the  thing  they  dignify  by 
the  name  of  God,  really  need  a  long  course  of  iron  pills  and  quinine.  And 
to  make  it  worse,  they're  afraid  of  their  bloodless  deities — futile,  white 
abstractions  that  are  too  weak  even  to  have  Primary  Shadows  of  their  own. 
Lord,  Pussy!  I  could  laugh,  only  it  makes  one  feel  so  hopeless! 

They  all  slip  up  over  that  business,  even  the  few  that  have  a  shadow 
of  Nightfeeling.  All  but  Blake  and  Martin;  and  they  were  mad.  People 
said  so,  anyway.  I  think  they  were  only  trying  to  Explain. 


Pussy,  did  you  ever  think  the  Garden-feel  could  turn  into  a  Night- 
Terror?      I  never  did:  but  it  can..       .It's  hunted  and  hounded  me  till  the 
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very  Gates  are  growing  into  a  red-hot  torment;  and  the  Garden  itself  into 
a  Shadow  of  Terror-night.  The  pain  of  it,  Pussy, — the  pain  of  it!!.  ... 
And  yet,  behind  it,  I  can  still  see  the  True-Colours:  so  it  doesn't  matter 
much,  after  all. 

"I  believe  in  Beauty" — yea,  verily, — for  that's  a  comprehensive  faith, 
taken  aright. 

It's  a  funny  life,  on  the  Borderland.  One  gets  so  sick  of  peevish 
little  Dayworries  that  bite  so  hard — like  all  Daynuisances — and  mean  so 
little.  Pussy,  I'm  sick  for  all  I'll  never  find  again,  this  side  of  the  Wall. 

....  And  I  never  quite  saw  that  Seraph's  wing — only  the  great  bicker- 
ing scarlet  feather  of  flame  that  went  on  for  ever  and  ever  behind  the 
Dark.  Can  one  be  homesick  for  Seraphs?  I  am.  Sick  for  the  great 
light  and  thunder,  and  the  Ultimate  flaming  Terror  that  shall  burn  this 
dead  shell  into  life  at  last.  "Sithali,  O  Ramatha" — Make  and  Destroy — 
So  be  it!  If  I  can  so  find  those  awful  Wings  that  beat  against  the  Dark. 
.  .  .  .How  do  I  know  it's  a  wing-feather?  Pussy,  if  you  come  to  that,  how 
do  you  know  that  the  Gate's  a  Gate?  .... 


USSY,   why  are  Dayselves  so  unutterably  spiteful  and  shrewish 
and    contemptible?      Their    Nightsouls — lots    of    them — burn 

clear  flame Perhaps  it's  because  they    know    they    don't 

really  exist.  Poor  devils  of  Dayshadows,  chasing  shadows 
in  a  shadow  world!  After  all,  it's  no  great  wonder  if  they 
fret  and  sting.  And  also,  after  all,  I  needn't  talk;  for  I  do  it 
myself  when  I  forget  to  remember:  and  I  bet  you  do,  too. 

We  are  loathsome  things,  God  help  us!  There — Damn  it — I've 
slipped  into  their  speech,  and  the  fool  words  stick  to  my  tongue  like  wax. 
.  .  .  .God — !  I  loathe  their  weak,  cruel  gods — all  of  them,  for  each  Day- 
self  makes  one  for  itself.  They're  all  alike  in  one  thing,  though:  for  they 
are  all  founded  on  the  Shadow  of  Hate.  Fear's  everywhere  here,  Pussy — 
they're  afraid  of  everything,  even  themselves.  And  dayfacts  are  not  really 
terrible,  only  strange  and  pitiful  and  often  sordid.  Perhaps  that's  why — 
for  if  they  were  more  terrible,  Dayselves  might  be  less  afraid — the  nearing 
of  Night-horror  might  call  to  the  Nightsoul.  Dayselves  fear  little  things 
most — probably  because  they  see  them  all  at  once.  For  fear  of  these  little 
things,  we  lie  and  cheat  and  hurt  ourselves  so  cruelly!  I  can't  sit  on  the 
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seat  of  the  scornful  and  I  abhor  the  Elect,  so  I  shall  grub  in  the  mire  for 
bones,  like  the  rest.  1  he  worst  of  it  is,  I  don't  want  their  beastly  bones — 
which  spoils  the  sport  of  it. 

Pussy,  I  wonder  if  Rhakhoth  is  nearer  than  I  know!  Terror-night  is 
at  my  heels,  and  the  call  of  the  Outer  World  is  always  in  my  ears.  But 
I  don't  know — it's  been  so  before,  and  I  may  be  mistaken.  Pussy,  I  can't 
say  now  that  I  am  unafraid,  for  the  cowardly  Dayself  of  me  shrinks  from 
having  its  roots  pulled  up,  and  hates  the  thought  of  pain.  It's  odd  how 
that  dry  little  shell  can  take  possession  of  one — it's  a  sort  of  parasite,  I 
think — a  fungus  on  the  Nightsoul.  And  yet  the  roots  of  my  Dayself 
shouldn't  be  in  deep,  for  though  I  have  tried  to  live  like  a  Dayself,  I  haven't 
succeeded  very  well ;  for  always  the  Garden  lies  between. 

For  us,  as  you  know,  it  is  Thus  far,  and  no  further.  We're  only 
bridges,  spanned  from  world  to  world  for  the  Colour-glories  to  leap  across 
at  their  will ;  and  yet,  not  one  of  us  can  Explain.  For  the  whole  Dayworld 
is  too  small  to  hold  the  smallest  letter  of  that  Explanation. 


USSY,  I  wonder  if  your  Dayself  is  really  part  of  mine?  You 
know  you  swore  it  had  freckles  and  a  snub  nose,  and  my 
day-me  just  about  fills  the  bill. 

Jolly  queer  if  we  should  be  one  and  the  same  Daything, 
and  only  separate  at  night.  Would  that  give  us  one  dream- 
self,  or  two?  It's  so  beastly  hard  to  think  Night-life  into  Day- 
language.  The  words  won't  fit.  Day  words  are  so  square  and  chunky 
and  cornery.  Now  and  again  they  smoothe  ovalwise,  or  point  into  dia- 
monds: but  I've  never  seen  them  with  more  than  just  four  sides.  Night- 
words  have  millions  of  sides,  and  never  a  raspy  edge  anywhere.  How 
could  a  word  with  only  four  sides  to  it  be  expected  to  describe  the  Feel? 

Dayspeaking,  one  may  say,  "Greydarkness"  and  "Garden-peace."  But 
— they're  as  descriptive  of  the  real  thing  as  "Pink  Mouse"  would  be  of  the 
Phrahoth.  There  aren't  the  same  things  for  them  to  mean. 

For  instance — there's  nothing  in  the  Dayworld  that  means  "Ithkhar. 
If  there  were,  well,  there  wouldn't  be  enough  Dayworld  left  to  make  Comet- 
tails  of.  You  can  see  that  for  yourself.  Night-terrors  overleap  a  bit,  and 
they  take  day  wording  better,  too,  because  they're  a  little  like  day-panics. 
In  fact,  day-fear  really  does  make  a  bridge  into  the  Dark;  which  is  how 
some  people  get  caught. 
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One  gets  a  faint  shadowing  of  the  Garden-peace  at  times,  even  here: 
and  before  They  touched  me,  I  could  swing  into  it  even  in  the  middle  of 
Daywork.  It  was  like  throwing  up  the  window  of  a  stuffy  room  and 
stepping  out  into  the  dawn Now,  it's  different. 

I've  tried  to  describe  this  to  a  Daything  more  than  once,  but  they're 
keyed  quite  differently — major  against  minor,  as  it  were — and  so  nothing 
happened  except  a  toothwagging  discord. 

Queer  how  the  ache  of  the  Night  grips  one's  throat.  The  wonder 
of  it,  and  the  Feel  that's  like  nothing  in  this  world 

Do  you  remember  how  we  used  to  stand  at  the  edge  of  the  Plateau, 
and  the  Dawn-wind  that  swept  up  the  Valley? 

There's  no  wind  like  that  in  the  Dayworld How  should   there 

be!  And  the  horned  curves  of  the  headlands,  with  night-forests  growing 
right  down  into  the  sea,  and  daffodils  like  a  froth  of  gold  swept  up  across 
our  feet 


USSY,  do  you  know  that  you  can  have  a  Dreamself  quite  separate 
from  the  Nightself?  It  goes  to  absolutely  different  places, 
not  a  bit  like  the  Garden;  and  yet  distinctly  "Feelious"  and 
un-day.  I  rather  think  they  must  be  stopping-off  places  along 
the  Road.  You  see,  the  Nightself  runs  right  through,  whilst 

the  Dreamself  has  to  stop  halfway:  because  it's  day-made,  more  or  less. 

I  expect  half  the  odd  mix-ups  that  happen  to  Dreamselves  are  because 

they  try  to  think  in  both  languages  at  once,  and,  being  focussed,  half  in 

each  dimension  (day  and  night  are  dimensions,  looked  at  properly),  they 

naturally  get  fuzzy. 

Some  of  the  Places  are  no  end  interesting There's  a  steep,  dry 

gully,  all  red  clay  and  gravel,  with  tall  trees  growing  along  the  top  of  the 
ridge.  And  there's  a  red  flare  of  sky  behind,  with  cruel  purplish  streaks 
in  it,  and  an  artillery  team  straining  up  the  side  of  the  hill,  with  the  horses 
sweaty  and  steaming,  and  the  men  lashing  them  like  devils.  It's  quite  like 
a  Dayplace,  except  for  the  Feel. 

Then,  there's  a  queer  little  grey  station  in  a  cutting,  with  hills  shutting 
it  in  all  round.  I'll  try  to  make  a  plan  of  it,  because  on  one  side,  the  rise 
behind  it  slopes  up  towards  the  paddock  where  the  bull  is.  We  come  into 
it  by  train,  and  down  from  the  bull-paddock;  but  I  can't  find  out  where 
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the  train  goes  to.      There's  generally  heaps  of  Dreamselves  in  the  train, 
but  they  never  speak. 

Why  is  it  that  we  never  knocked  up  against  any  other  Nightselves? 
I  know  there  are  millions  of  them,  and  I've  often  seen  Night-flares 
through  into  the  Day  world  from  people  you'd  never  believe  had  them; 
but  we  never  met  a  single  one  in  the  Garden,  or  even  in  the  outskirts  of 
the  Garden.  Now,  Dreamselves  are  as  vulgarly  communistic  as  Day- 
selves. 

There's  another  Place — a  sea  that  goes  streaky  and  curly,  like  barley- 
sugar,  and  lets  you  walk  on  it,  till  it  gets  tired  and  melts,  and  you 
get  wet. 

And  a  Place  with  a  long,  grey  road,  all  bordered  with  trees,  that 
ends  in  a  broken  wooden  causeway,  with  a  lighthouse  at  the  end  of  it. 

And,  of  course,  the  Dark  Houses. 

Then,  there's  a  great  white  house  on  the  edge  of  a  lagoon,  with  won- 
derful, twisty  stairs,  and  a  flat  roof.  This  is  the  place  where  the  sky  comes 
off  in  patches,  and  shows  awful,  fiery  Portents  behind  it. 

And  there's  a  glorious,  sky-blue  river  that  I  went  down  last  night  in 
a  boat,  with  palms  and  twisted  trees  along  the  banks.  No  end  of  a  jolly 
place,  until  the  sky  turned  inside-out,  as  usual!.  .  .  . 


USSY,  did  you  ever  shell  Day  words?      Break  them  out  of  the 
shell  of  meaning  that's  grown  round  them  like  a  pea  pod,   I 

mean It's  easy  enough,  once  you  know  how.     Just    repeat 

one  till  the  vibrations  shake  it  into  its  primary  atoms,  which 
make  a  colour-wave.  This  thickens  directly  it  touches  the 
earth-currents,  and  leaves  a  distinct  Shadow-outline.  It's  not  bad 
sport,  and  backs  my  theory  that  the  whole  Dayworld  is  only  a  Shadow 
itself.  There  are  Shadows  of  Shadows,  and  Shadows  of  the  Shadows' 
Shadows:  so  it's  quite  a  possibility.  True  Colours  leave  no  Shadows,  of 
course,  but  only  the  clear  colour-glory  of  the  Outline:  but  contact  with  the 
Dayworld  thickens  everything. 

Sound  (which  is  a  group  of  vibrations  that  the  Dayworld  isolates 
from  the  rest,  imagining  that  they  are  totally  different)  seems  to  be  the 
nearest  approach  to  True-colour  here. 
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Certainly,  there  are  some  wonderful  colour-harmonies  in  it,  rich  and 
deep  and  very  nearly  true.  Like  the  Purple  Twilight  with  the  flame  of  the 
Phrahoth's  Spear  behind.  With  these,  the  Earth-taint  is  scarcely  more 
perceptible  than  the  shadow  of  the  Wind.  But,  as  a  set  off  to  this,  there 
are  such  atrocious  discords!  Wilful  discords,  too,  often.  Nearly  all  Earth- 
Shadows  are  secondary  or  tertiary,  so  they're  not  so  dangerous  as  ours. 
There's  one  Primary,  though,  that  must  have  slipped  in  through  a  crack. 
They  call  it  Fear,  and  it's  the  Shadow  of  Hate.  It's  a  true  Night-Horror, 
and  one  of  the  worst:  and  even  its  secondaries  and  tertiaries  have  the 
Shadow-grip  and  the  Power  of  the  Dark.  And  now  they've  made  such 
a  mighty  lot  that  anything  may  happen  any  time.  Probably  the  shell  will 
break  and  the  Terror-night  will  take  charge  for  good  and  all.  And  I  shall 
be  sorry,  for  I'm  rather  fond  of  the  stuffy  old  place,  and  you  can  get  quite 
attached,  even  to  Dayselves. 

I've  been  in  quite  a  lot  of  Day-countries,  and  when  you  get  used  to 
the  opaqueness  of  the  colours,  they  are  very  beautiful.  They  all  have 
distinctive  vibrations — it's  really  a  vibration  within  a  vibration.  That  is 
to  say,  the  distinctive  note  of  each  is  part  of  a  common  chord.  Or,  put 
it  that  all  separate  colours  blend  into  a  final  colour-scheme,  which  is  beau- 
tiful in  fact,  but  still  always  Shadow-tainted. 

In  some  of  the  Daylands,  I  have  found  the  Shadow  of  the  Garden, 
with  the  still,  blue  sea,  and  the  cypress  and  rhododendrons,  and  the  hush 
and  silence  that  always  comes  before  the  Garden-peace.  But  it  was  only 
the  Shadow — even  as  I  was  only  a  Shadowt  too. 

Ah,  well,  there's  nothing  for  it  but  to  set  one's  teeth  to  fight  through 
the  Dayworld  as  best  one  can.  There's  work  enough  in  it,  Pussy,  Lord 
knows!  If  every  fool  Dayself  really  tried  to  unravel  the  colour-slips  and 
discords,  it  might  be  a  different  place  indeed.  Or,  perhaps,  it  mightn't 
exist  at  all! 

Some  day  it  won't.  And  when  that  happens,  Hate  and  Fear  will  rush 
back  into  the  Outer  Darkness,  and  the  last  great  battle  be  fought  in  Rhak- 
hoth,  when  the  Hoth-guard  and  the  Seraphim  mass  their  legions  against 
the  onset  of  the  Night.  And  Dark  is  only  Light  unlightened,  Pussy — as 
Terror-night  is  the  Shadow  of  the  Phrahoth's  Spear! 


USSY,  Dayselves  don't  even  know  the  very  beginnings  of  their 
ignorance.  So,  they're  fussy,  futile,  vulgar  things,  like  most 
half-educated  people.  Now  and  again,  some  poor,  attenu- 
ated scrap  of  Night-thought  squeezes  through,  and  they  call 
it  a  Marvellous  Discovery,  Until  they're  tired  of  it.  Then 
they  choke  it,  and  declare  it  never  existed.  They  have  tried  to 
measure  the  Colour-Changes  with  a  footrule,  and  called  the  limitations  of 
their  blindness  Life  and  Death.  They're  afraid  of  everything.  So  they're 
haunted  by  even  their  own  Life-shadows:  and  yet,  they're  so  terrified  of 
the  Colour-Changes,  that  they  have  invented  a  horror  which  they  call 
Eternity,  to  prolong  their  futility — and  made  it  so  hideous  that  they're 
more  scared  of  it  than  anything  else. 

Life  and  Death — words  like  these  just  about  fit  the  Dayworld.  Life 
and  Death!  Pussy,  the  Colour-Changes  never  frighten  us.  At  least, 
they  didn't:  but  when  you're  only  a  crippled  Nightsoul,  the  Daywords  scare 
you  at  times..  .  .  .They  do  me,  anyhow — my  Dayself's  a  dam'  coward,  I 
think,  some  ways.  It's  funny,  for  there's  nothing  like  the  least  shadow's 
Shadow  of  Night  agony  here;  and  yet,  Daypanic  always  makes  me  sick. 
'Hope  you're  fitted  up  better,  as  far  as  Dayselves  go. 

I  think  it  must  be  the  very  Dayness  of  the  Shadow  of  the  Colour- 
Changes  that  makes  the  horror.  It's  material,  and  ugly,  and  common! 
Calling  anything  "Death"  is  enough  to  do  that:  and  smashed  things  are 
always  ungraceful,  too. 

And,  yet — .  .  .  . 

After  all,  the  Shadow  of  the  Outer  Gate  is  not  always  beautiful:  but — 
Pussy,  We  know! 


USSY,  the  Outer  Dark  has  broken  through  into  the  Dayworld 
in  a  monstrous  wave  that's  trying  to  form  into  the  Red  Out- 
line. Half  the  Dayfolk  seem  to  realise  it  in  a  way,  at  last: 
and  now  they're  struggling  to  clear  the  Channels  before  it's 
too  late.  Unless  the  Blue  can  sweep  through  in  time,  that 
awful  freed  Colour-fury  will  merge  with  the  Terror-night:  and 
the  Red  Outline  will  tear  across  the  whole  of  the  Dayworld  and  drag  it 
into  the  Outer  Dark.  The  Daythings — most  of  them — think  it's  only  a 
Day-trouble;  and  that  a  Day-country  started  it  of  its  own  volition:  and 
they  can't  see  that  the  Dark  pierced  through  just  there  because  the  Night- 
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selves  were  weakest  there,  owing  to  the  tremendous  overgrowth  of  the 
Day — and  the  Channels  were  so  choked  and  dry,  that  only  the  Red  Colour- 
fury  could  burn  through.  If  they  can  be  cleared  in  time  for  the  Blue  to 
sweep  in,  even  now  the  Colours  may  pull  level:  for  the  Red  must  blend 
with  it,  as  you  know. 

Pussy,  that's  the  terror  of  Rhakhoth.  It's  the  Outer  Post,  on  the  very 
fringe  of  the  Dark:  and  behind  it,  the  Colour-furies  surge  and  flame  etern- 
ally into  the  Outlines  that  make  and  destroy. 

The  Hothguard  come  always  with  the  aura  of  the  Blue  behind  them, 
and  the  Scarlet  and  Gold  shooting  through  pale  purple  fires  in  the  Grey- 
darkening.  When  the  Red  is  strongest,  the  Gold  joins  with  it  in  a  dusky 
ruddiness,  quite  different  from  a  True  Colour,  and  as  the  Red  Outline 
strengthens  and  the  Blue  weakens,  the  Shadow-world  slips  through. 

The  True-Colours  never  make  Shadows — they  are   too   translucent. 

It's  only  when  the  balance  slips  that  the  Colour-glories  grow  opaque 

Oh,  Pussy,  what's  the  use  of  trying  to  talk  in  Daywords!  They're  only 
scraps  of  burnt  paper,  the  husks  and  wastage  of  things  they  can't  even  try 
to  mean! 


USSY,  I  wonder  if  your  Dayself  is  knitting  socks,  or  driving 
motor-lorries,  or  guns?  We  never  really  found  out  if  it  was 
He  or  She,  did  we?  Or  if  it  was  both  or  neither?  After 
all,  it  doesn't  matter.  I  think  that's  what  hits  me  in  the  face 

in  the  Dayworld — sex if  it  isn't  the  stuffy  dinners:  and  the 

way  Daypeople  hate.  That's  a  typical  Dayword — Hate!  Can't  you 
feel  it,  all  crooked  and  evil-coloured  and  hideous?  Why,  if  you 
"hated"  even  a  Shadow,  you'd  automatically  create  a  dozen  more!  It's  a 
horrible,  leprous,  fungoid  thing  they've  planted  on  Natural  Repulsion — 
which  is  a  term  they  haven't  begun  to  understand,  even  in  its  Day-sense. 

I  dreamed  "Hate"  once:  just  to  get  its  Night-values — all  muddy  and 
colour-tainted  like  a  bad  egg,  with  hideous  whorls  and  splotches  of  blackish 
green.  And,  of  their  own  free  will,  they've  made  a  word  like  that,  and 
"Hated"  until  everything's  been  poisoned  with  its  beastliness — just  a  hand- 
ful of  Dayselves  who  chose  to  block  the  Passages,  and  ruin  the  Colour- 
balance  by  forgetting  all  about  it. 
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So  there's  nothing  for  it  now  but  to  let  the  Red  Colour-fury  burn  its 
way  through — like  carbolic,  I  suppose — even  if  the  whole  Dayworld  shrivels 
into  dust  before  it.  Nice  prospect  for  a  Dayself! 

Pussy,  did  you  ever  try  to  get  Colour-balances  into  Day-dimensions? 
This  word  "colour"  is  such  a  limited  sort  of  term.  It  doesn't  include  even 
sound.  In  fact,  it's  simply  the  Shadow  of  Night-colour,  which,  of  course, 
automatically  shuts  off  True-Colours  entirely.  I  often  wonder  if  the  whole 
Dayworld's  only  a  shadow  itself — the  Shadow  of  all  the  Colour-slips  that 
happen  in  the  Nightworld.  Do  you  remember  that  one  time  we  saw  the 
Col  our- furies?  When  the  Portent  folded  back  a  sheet  of  the  Dark.  And 
the  awful  stillness,  when  all  the  time  we  knew  we  were  baing  swept  and 
flung  about  in  vibrations  that  were  too  enormous  for  even  Night-sound? 
And  how  the  awfulness  of  it  beat  us  down  like  a  burning  flail,  until  the 
Hothguard  swung  out  and  drew  us  back.  That  was  the  time  I  saw  the 
Seraph's  wing-feather.  D'you  remember? 

Fancy  talking  to  a  Dayself  like  this!  But,  however,  it's  your  Dayself 
I'm  writing  to.  Or,  is  it?  I  hope  it's  a  better  one  than  mine,  at  all  events, 
which  is  an  anachronism — that's  a  horny-skinned  abomination  with  nothing 
inside  it ....  except  a  dead  Nightsoul  and  its  ghost  that  tries  to  get  out. 

I  think  somehow  that  yours  will  be  rather  a  decent  sort,  with  a  com- 
bined wireless  and  searchlight  plant  for  collecting  and  distributing  True- 
Colours.  I  used  to  think  you  a  selfish  little  devil  always,  for  being  able 
to  spot  Colour-glories.  Do  you  recollect  the  time  you  found  that  one 
glorious  Colour- form — and  I  thought  a  Daythought,  and  spoilt  everything? 
and  made  a  Shadow  that  chivvied  us  right  up  the  Plateau? 

It  was  fun,  setting  the  Balances  even,  and  breaking  up  messy  bits  of 
Colour-taint  with  the  Prism — we  nearly  cracked  it  once — do  you  remem- 
ber? 

I  suppose  that's  what  Nightselves  are  for — the  odds  and  ends  of 
V.A.D.  work  that  the  Hothguard  are  too  busy  to  bother  over. 

Pussy — are  you  doing  it  still,  without  me?  .... 


48 


JH,  Pussy! — Just  for  a  tiny  flash  of  Night- feeling,  the  Shadow- 
grip  slipped,  and  all  the  Channels  to  the  Garden  cleared! 
Not  the  Inner  Garden — we  couldn't  hope  for  that — but  the 
sense  of  exile  vanished,  and  the  Gardenfeel  came  sweeping 
through  in  perfect  Colour-glories,  undarkened  by  a  single 
Shadowfear. 

Pussy,  I'm  beginning  to  learn  that  the  Garden  must  be  won  back, 
and  that  Dayself  and  Nightself  alike  must  fight  and  defeat  the  Dark.    Every 

Shadow-colour  cleared  and  balanced  helps  to  pierce  the  barriers Oh, 

Pussy!  Some  day  we  shall  explore  together  again,  and  feel  the  Dawn- 
wind  in  our  faces,  as  we  race  down  the  Levels  to  the  Sea.  Wait  for  me 
just  where  the  daffodils  meet  the  sea  under  the  biggest  cypress,  where  the 
Gardenfeel  sweeps  us  up  and  out  into  a  dim  foreshadowing  of  the  Garden- 
peace.  Or  it  may  be  the  Garden-peace  in  very  truth:  for,  though  I  know 
now  that  the  Gates  of  the  Garden  shall  be  unsealed  again,  before  that 
happens,  for  me  must  come  the  last  great  fight  in  Rhakhoth,  and  the 
Shadow-agony  that  shall  wrench  my  Nightsoul  from  the  Dark! 


Rhakhoth  II. 


THE  NIGHTWORLD 

CAN  arrive  out  of  any  ordinary  dream.  There's  a  sudden  blurr 
and  confusion,  like  waking  up  in  a  strange  room,  then  a  curious 
exhilaration  and  sense  of  power,  and  then — I  am  there!  Some- 
times I  find  myself  on  the  Plateau  or  near  the  Corridors:  but  most 
often,  I  wake  somewhere  in  the  Outer  Garden,  with  the  fear  of 
the  bhadowpeople  in  my  hair.  I  am  alone  now,  but  Pussy  used 
to  be  with  me.  I  don't  quite  know  who  or  what  Pussy  was.  I  call  it  She, 
but  it  wasn't  always  really  She,  any  more  than  the  Inner  Gate  is  really  a 
gate.  I  have  to  use  the  Daywords  that  are  least  unlike  things.  I  think 
at  times  that  Pussy  was  one  of  my  own  Dreamselves:  and  that  I  lost  it  when 
the  Shadows  caught  me  in  the  Dark.  I  have  hunted  through  the  Garden, 
and  right  up  the  Causeway;  but  I've  never  been  able  to  find  the  way  we 
used  to  come.  There  was  a  long,  red  road,  that  led  to  a  bridge — we  used 
to  race  down  the  slope — and  then  a  shallow  river:  and  then  great  pine- 
forests  and  oleander  thickets ....  and  then,  somehow,  we  came  out  on  the 
road  that  leads  to  the  River — The  River — and  the  Causeway,  just  below 
the  Tufted  Palm.  This  is  somewhere  to  the  north  or  nor' -west  of  the 
Garden.  We  used  to  cut  across  country  here,  where  the  road  takes  a 
bend  to  the  right,  and  the  Lonely  Valley  begins,  and  join  the  Path  again 
by  the  Lower  Track  through  the  oleander  thickets.  This  was  where  the 
Shadows  generally  waited,  though  we  sometimes  met  Them  by  the  Palm, 
and  once  They  nearly  caught  us  as  far  back  as  the  Bridge.  Pussy  would 
stop  to  pick  a  dream-orchid,  and  naturally  They  swooped  upon  us  out  of 
an  oleander  bush — oleanders  are  the  very  deuce  for  Shadows.  And  we 
got  away  just  as  They  tried  to  clog  our  feet  with  Shadowsand. 

After  you  join  the  Path  by  the  Lower  Track,  you  follow  it  right  up 
to  the  Causeway;  and  that  leads  out  on  the  River  Gate.  We  had  to  re- 
member to  make  a  Password  before  we  crossed  the  River,  or  it  wasn't  any 
use  trying  to  get  past  the  Dream-guard.  We  never  saw  them;  but  when 
*ve  shouted,  the  Gates  swung  open:  and  if  we  hadn't  a  Word,  there  was 
a  Feel,  and  we  ran — hard!.  .  .  .One  night,  we  tried  a  Word  we'd  made  in 
a  hurry  the  wrong  side  of  the  River:  and  that  was  when  we  first  saw  the 
Hothguard — and  we  never  got  rid  of  them  afterwards.  An  awful  Night- 
mare-thing with  a  beak  chased  us  right  up  the  Causeway  in  a  swirl  of 
grey-darkness,  and  Pussy  got  clear;  but  it  holed  me  just  over  the  River 
amongst  those  beastly  Oleanders:  and  when  I  tried  to  explain,  it  simply 
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clawked,  and  I  had  to  dayself  like  mad.  After  tnat,  we  often  met  the 
Hothguard.  Sometimes  the  Phrahoth  was  with  them — we  always  knew 
him  by  his  huge  scimitar  crest — and  once  the  Minhoth  chased  us,  and  nearly 
got  us,  too,  just  because  he  was  so  beautiful.  I  knew  more  of  the  Hothries 
later;  but  that  was  when  I  lost  Pussy. 

On  the  River  side,  before  you  cross,  along  by  the  sea,  there  are  levels 
and  sand-dunes  and  curious  night-trees  quite  unlike  the  rest  of  the  Garden. 
Beyond  again,  there  are  the  Headlands  and  the  Sandy  Reaches,  and  beyond 
that  again  the  beginning  of  the  Dark.  We  never  got  very  far  beyond  the 
Halfway  Headland:  as,  whenever  we  tried,  all  the  Feels  bunched  together 
into  one  frantic  black  Night-horror  which  drove  us  through  the  sand  until 
it  turned  into  grey-darkness,  and  we  swung  out  right  over  the  Dark,  and 
just  managed  to  dayself  in  time,  before  the  Shadows  grabbed  us. 

Somewhere  along  here  there  is  a  dreadful,  narrow  headland,  or  neck 
of  land  between  two  headlands,  where  the  Sea  comes  over.  There's  never 
any  storm,  but  it  shoulders  up  suddenly,  all  black  and  streaky  white  foam, 
and  falls  over  without  breaking.  This  is  an  absolutely  awful  place,  but 
we  always  had  a  try  to  get  there;  especially  on  Fly-nights,  when  we  weren't 
so  scared  of  being  caught. 

The  very  wildest  part  of  the  Garden  is  beyond  the  Headlands — it's 
not  the  Summer  Garden ;  that  ends  at  the  River — and  we  never  knew  much 
about  it. 

I  think  I  said  that  the  Feels  always  stopped  us.  They  were  strange 
ones,  and  so  strong  that  we  always  dayselfed,  out  of  pure  funk,  whenever 
we  did  an  explore  over  that  way:  though  we  sometimes  got  as  far  as  the 
Outer  Headland,  where  the  sea  comes  over.  We'd  dance  and  yell  at  the 
great,  black,  sluggy  thing,  till  it  stood  up  suddenly  and  walked  right  in 
over  the  cliff — and  we'd  look  up  and  see  the  edge  all  curving  and  slipping, 
and  dayself  in  a  panic,  with  the  thing  crashing  in  our  ears. 

Beyond  that  place,  the  trees  and  night-scrub  are  simply  enormous — 
queer,  dark,  heavy-leaved  stuff — and  monstrous  rhododendrons  with  twisty 
roots:  and  there  was  a  strange  sweetish  scent  that  gave  you  a  touch  of  the 
Crow- feel — only  it  was  rather  wilder  and  fiercer:  and  the  Shadows  were 
everywhere.  They  must  have  been  Shadows,  but  we  never  saw  very 
distinctly. 

This  is  all  part  of  the  Outer  Garden,  and  goes  inland  behind  the 
Ranges,  and  also  behind  the  City,  I  think.  It  is  wilder  and  queerer  than 
the  foot  of  the  Plateau:  and  entirely  different. 
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It's  quite  likely  that  I  shall  find  out  more  about  it  before  Rhakhoth — 
but  a  Shadowself  never  sees  things  satisfactorily — I  suppose  that  its  lenses 
get  scratched  by  the  Shadow-sand,  like  day-glass. 

.  .  .  .  If  I  could  only  keep  from  dayselfing,  there'd  be  a  chance:  but  it 
seems  to  be  automatic  now. 

This  is  the  part  of  the  Garden  that  Blackwood  has  evidently  got  into 
in  the  "Centaur";  but  he  stops  there — doesn't  appear  to  have  the  power 
to  go  through  the  Gate.  Perhaps  he  could  not  give  the  Word. 

The  Garden  side  of  the  River,  when  you  pass  the  River  Gate,  there 
are  wonderful  woodsy  places,  and  grass  sloping  up  steeply  to  the  Tower. 
Then  come  the  Terraces,  and  the  white,  shallow  steps  that  go  down  to  the 
sea:  and  cypress  and  magnolia,  and  weird  dark  trees,  and  all  the  dream- 
flowers:  and  a  sound  that  is  indescribable  in  day  words,  because  it  is  not  a 
sound,  but  a  hush  that  is  nearly  a  sound — a  dream-sound.  The  Shadows 
never  come  here,  and  you  are  safe  until  you  get  beyond  the  Terrace  up 
towards  the  Plateau,  to  the  west  of  the  Tower.  Here  are  great  forests  of 
ilex,  laurel  and  rhododendron,  and  the  night-trees  and  sleep-thickets,  and 
the  Palms.  There  are  Syringas  too,  and  when  the  scent  was  strong,  it 
was  never  a  good  fly-night,  and  we  used  to  catch  our  feet  in  the  trees. 
On  some  nights  we  ran,  but  the  Fly-nights  were  the  best — wonderful  nights 
when  we  found  ourselves  on  the  Plateau  without  having  to  get  there:  and 
the  whole  Garden  was  ours  to  do  as  we  liked  in,  with  never  a  Shadow 
or  Hothrie  to  fear. 

Beyond  the  Bungalow,  you  come  to  tthe  Balustrades,  and  the  rho- 
dodendrons and  night-scrub  again:  and  if  you  pass  the  tinted  Balustrade 
and  go  on  to  the  right — the  east — you  come  to  tall  palm-groves  and  the 
beginning  of  the  Purple  Twilight.  I  daresay  we  could  have  gone  back  to 
the  sea  that  way:  but  the  Palms  were  so  cram-full  of  Shadowfeel  that  it 
wasn't  safe.  To  the  left — the  west — is  the  River  again,  and  the  levels: 
and  if  you  keep  right  on  towards  the  south  or  south-west,  the  path  turns 
towards  the  Ranges  and  the  City  we  were  never  able  to  reach,  and  that 
we  used  to  see  through  a  nip  in  the  hills. 

Often,  instead  of  going  up  to  the  Plateau,  we  used  to  cross  a  little 
bay  to  the  left  of  the  Tower,  as  you  come  from  the  River.  The  steps  go 
right  round  it,  below  the  Terraces  and  the  white  azaleas:  but  we  always 
crossed  over  in  a  tiny  boat.  The  water  is  of  a  peculiar  dark  hue  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Colonnades,  and  so  clear  that  you  can  see  the  steps  for  ever 
so  far  below  the  waterline,  all  shimmering  white,  shelving  down  through 
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dark  places  that  look  like  sea-forests.  Sometimes,  we  caught  glimpses  of 
what  we  thought  was  a  far-away  country,  of  great  mountains  and  shining 
white  palaces:  but  we  did  not  explore  there,  for  there  was  a  Feel  that 
stopped  us. 

There  were  four  Feels  that  we  knew  from  the  first — the  Garden-feel, 
the  Fly-night-feel,  the  Shadowfeel  and  the  Grey-darkening.  Later  on,  we 
found  that  Hothries  had  a  Feel  to  themselves — a  dreadful,  strong  Feel, 
too,  that  grabbed  nearly  as  quick  as  they  did. 

Over  the  other  side  of  the  bay,  lie  the  Corridors,  and  a  dark,  sweet- 
smelling  courtyard  into  which  you  look  down  from  the  arches.  There  was 
always  something  exciting  about  that  courtyard — Pussy  said  it  was  a  sort 
of  white  bear-thing,  but  I  know  it  was  worse.  There  were  clouds  and 
clouds  of  Shadows  here  always:  and  we  had  no  end  of  fun  on  fly-nights. 
Sometimes,  it  grey-darkened  quite  unexpectedly:  and  before  we  knew  where 
we  were,  the  floors  of  the  Corridors  shook  themselves  into  spongy  lattice- 
work, and  we  found  ourselves  swinging  over  the  Dark.  Now  and  then, 
we'd  make  a  Talisman,  and  let  Them  nearly  catch  up  before  we  threw  it. 
But  we  didn't,  after  the  Hothguard  came,  because  they  ran  so  fast:  and 
Talismans  only  made  them  more  clawkerous. 

Beyond  the  Courtyard,  grow  magnolias  and  azalea- thickets  and 
cypress.  And  the  Garden  wanders  out  into  long  bays  and  headlands,  to 
meet  the  Ranges  and  the  Purple  Twilight:  and  there  are  daffodils  growing 
amongst  the  grass  right  down  into  the  sea. 

It  was  somewhere  here  that  we  found  the  Inner  Gate,  that  isn't  a  gate 
at  all.  It  begins  with  Garden-peace:  and  if  you  once  get  right  inside,  not 
even  the  Hothguard  can  make  you  forget  it:  nor  the  Outer  Darkness,  nor 
the  Shadow-wind  that  is  never  still. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  Tower,  are  all  woods  down  to  the  River  Gate, 
and  the  end  of  the  Causeway,  which  is  the  end  of  the  Summer  Garden  on 
that  side. 

Some  nights,  we  flew  from  one  end  of  the  Garden  to  the  other,  and 
some  nights  we  ran.  We  didn't  ever  walk,  I  think:  I  don't  know  why.  I 
think  there  were  some  White  People  in  the  Bungalow,  who  wore  long 
trailing  robes:  but  I  don't  quite  day-remember  this  part.  Occasionally, 
Pussy  didn't  turn  up  for  several  nights,  and  I  did  all  the  exploring  alone. 
And  sometimes  I  couldn't  get  away  myself,  and  I  was  night-worried,  be- 
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cause  Pussy  was  always  so  reckless  about  Shadows.  But  it  wasn't  Pussy 
that  got  caught — it  was  me. 

It  happened  one  night  when  Pussy  wasn't  there:  down  among  the 
rhododendron  bushes,  below  the  Great  Plateau.  We'd  escaped  so  often 
that  I  suppose  I  got  careless.  I  didn't  know  it  was  a  Shadow  when  I  stopped 
to  speak  to  it,  of  course;  but  I  should  have  guessed,  because  the  Dream 
People  in  the  Bungalow  kept  well  away  out  of  reach.  And  then,  all  of 
a  sudden,  just  as  I  heard  the  Shadow-wind,  and  knew,  the  Grey-darkness 

came  down  on  me,  and  I  found  I  couldn't  dayself And  they  caught  me, 

and  after  that,  I  never  saw  Pussy  again;  except  once,  and  that  was  at  the 
Outer  Post  of  Darkness,  when  I  wasn't  quite  a  Shadow,  and  I  got  away  for 
the  night,  just  to  say  good-bye.  Afterwards,  I  was  always  afraid  of  meeting 
Pussy.  Because,  if  you  touch  a  Shadow,  the  Shadowland  has  power  over 
you  for  always:  and  I  was  a  Shadow  then. 

I  can't  talk  about  that  time  in  daywords.  I  was  never  anything  but  a 
Shadowself  again  afterwards,  of  course — even  when  They  let  me  go — and 
I  shall  never  get  free  now.  You  can't,  once  the  Shadows  catch  you.  When 
I  came  back  to  the  Garden,  everything  had  darkened,  somehow,  and  I 
never  found  the  Inner  Gate  again — nor  Pussy — and  wherever  I  went  I 
heard  the  Shadow-wind  calling  out  of  the  Dark.  Then,  one  night,  I  ran 
right  against  a  Hothrie  down  along  the  Corridors,  and  when  it  grabbed  me, 
I  didn't  care.  That  was  how  I  got  to  know  the  Hothguard  and  Rhakhoth 
and  the  Nathrah  Stone.  I  know  only  very  little  about  them  even  now:  but 
they're  so  beautiful  that  I  don't  mind  being  caught — much.  I  think  the 
actual  fearsomeness  about  Hothries  is  that  they  don't  belong  to  either  the 
Dayworld  or  the  Nightworld,  but  to  a  dreadful  Place  beyond  both,  right 
on  the  edge  of  the  Abyss.  They're  never  even  cruel,  though  they  hurt 
horribly  at  times:  they're  simply  impersonal.  They  often  catch  me  now. 
I  don't  always  try  to  escape,  though  I'm  afraid  of  them.  They  pick  me 
up  in  huge  fingers  which  are  never  rough  or  brutal,  as  the  dayworld  un- 
derstands such  words:  and  they  carry  me  across  the  bridge  the  Grey-dark- 
ness makes  for  them,  and  as  we  cross,  I  crawl  to  the  edge  of  the  Phrahoth's 
hand  and  lean  over  and  look  right  down  into  the  Dark:  and  the  Grey- 
darkness  sways  under  our  feet  as  the  Shadow- wind  beats  against  it;  and 
there's  a  Feel  it  is  terrible  to  know  the  name  of  when  the  Phrahoth  crashes 
his  spear  against  the  Outer  Gates.  The  Phrahoth  leaves  the  Guard  at 
the  Gate,  and,  holding  his  great  spear  level  in  his  left  hand,  sets  me  on 
the  flat  of  the  blade:  and  so  we  go  up  to  the  Nathrah  Stone  that  stands 
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before  the  Palace  of  the  Ramatha  Hoth.  And  there,  as  I  stand  on  the 
great  pillar,  he  swings  his  spear  twice  above  my  head:  and  the  walls  that 
are  too  far  off  to  see  echo,  as  he  calls  the  Ramatha  Hoth: — "Sithali,  O 
Ramatha. — Ithkhar  Hoth  hamos."  » 

Twice  he  calls,  his  great  spear  flickering  in  the  Dark;  and  his  beak 
snaps  like  the  clatter  of  sword-blades,  and  his  monstrous  bird-eyes  are 
yellow  balls  of  fire.  But,  as  yet,  the  Ramatha  Hoth  has  held  his  peace:  and 
when  the  Phrahoth  lifts  me  down  again  on  his  spearhead,  I  race  through 
the  Corridors  that  are  blacker  than  any  blackness  in  the  dayworld  or  night- 
world:  and  with  the  Grey-darkness  breaking  under  my  feet,  I  reach  the 
Halfway  Headland;  and  for  the  time  they  leave  me  in  peace.  Some  day, 
the  Ramatha  will  answer,  and  then — I  do  not  know. 

My  dreamself  is  horribly  afraid,  but  at  times  I  think  there  is  nothing 
to  fear.  Perhaps,  with  the  Ramatha's  answer,  the  Garden  Gates  will  open 
suddenly,  and  Pussy  will  be  waiting  for  me,  just  as  she  used  to  do 


The  Inner  Gate  is  somewhere  near  the  big  cypress,  to  the  left  of  the 
Tower.  We  used  to  stand  under  the  fattest  tree,  with  our  feet  among  the 
daffodils:  and  the  Garden-feel  came  suddenly  and  swept  us  into  the  great, 
quivering  Peace-light  that  is  just  outside  the  Gates.  I  can  get  as  far  as 
that  even  now,  sometimes;  but  I  never  quite  reach  the  Gates  themselves, 
because  the  Face  drives  me  back.  It's  a  Face  that  day  words  won't  de- 
scribe— it  is  a  Stone  Face,  which  grows  out  of  the  Light-storms,  and  is 
more  dreadfully  beautiful  than  any  face  my  dayself  ever  knew.  We 
saw  it  once  before,  both  of  us.  It  was  somewhere  at  the  back  of  the 
Garden,  when  we  tried  to  find  the  road  to  the  City.  Pussy  shied  pine- 
cones  and  pebbles  at  it,  to  see  if  it  was  only  makebelieve:  and  it  smiled. 
We  wanted  to  touch  it,  and  couldn't,  and  Pussy  cried  when  it  disappeared. 

It  never  smiles  now,  and  I'm  afraid  of  it.  I  hate  it,  because  it  shuts 
me  out  of  the  Garden,  and  because  I  think  it  knows  the  Garden-peace. 
The  Feels  that  belong  to  it  are  worse  than  the  Crow-feel  when  the  Hoth- 
guard  are  coming;  only  not  a  bit  the  same.  They're  brighter  and 
stiller perhaps  they're  only  terrible  to  a  Shadowself. 

That  first  awful  time  when  I  got  back  to  the  Garden,  and  found  every- 
thing darkened  by  Terrornight  and  the  Shadowfear,  the  Face  came  in  front 
of  the  Inner  Gates,  and  stayed  there.  I  begged  it  to  help,  for  it  seemed 
the  only  thing  left,  and  Pussy  was  gone.  Then,  it  grew  suddenly  terrible. 
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It  spoke — or,  at  least,  there  was  a  Voice — and  afterwards  I  always  fought 
against  the  Garden  feel:  for  I  was  afraid 

I  know  now  that  I  can  never  pass  the  Inner  Gate,  because  of  my 
Shadowself.  Never,  unless  the  Shadow-grip  breaks  in  Rhakhoth,  when 
the  Ramatha  speaks  at  last,  and  the  selves  of  me  go  back  into  the  Dark 
on  the  flame  of  the  Phrahoth's  Spear.  Then  I  shall  face  Shadow-death 
and  the  Peril  of  the  Outer  Darkness.  I  am  afraid.  But  I  think  that  Fear 
itself  is  no  more  than  a  Shadowfeel,  and  I  know  that  the  Hothguard  are 
against  the  Shadow-world,  though  the  Grey-darkness  serves  them  both. 
And,  somehow,  the  Face  is  with  the  Hothguard,  and  both  are  with  the 
great,  blazing  Seraphs  that  I  have  very  nearly  seen 

I  remember  this,  and  it  helps  me  when  I  stand  waiting,  with  the 
Phrahoth's  spear  splitting  the  blackness  over  my  head,  and  the  wind  of 
it  thundering  in  my  ears.  Somehow,  then,  I  forget  to  be  afraid. 

For  there  are  fierce  Presences  with  fiery  halo-crests,  and  strong  wings, 
and  great  bugle-voices,  that  shout  in  the  Dark 

And  I  know  that  the  Seraphim  will  be  there  in  Rhakhoth,  when  that 
last  black  moment  is  upon  me,  and  my  Shadowself  goes  back  into  the 
Night 
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T  was  a  good  film — distinctly  so.  A  clever  detective  "thrill" 
with*  unhackneyed  developments,  excellent  staging,  and  a  cast 
which  Tommy,  in  a  row  behind  me,  admitted  to  be  "  not  *arf." 
But  somehow,  long  before  "part  III.  to  follow  immediately" 
left  a  revolver-bullet  apparently  hanging  in  mid-air,  my  interest 
flagged  and  fell  away.  It  was  "Full  house,"  and  the  atmosphere  was  solid 
with  the  reek  of  cigarettes  and  wet  mackintoshes.  The  cinema  kitten, 
rolled  into  a  cocoon  of  tabby  silk,  set  all  the  devils  of  cramp  busy  at  my 

knee;  and  beside  me,  a  Belgian  snuffled  abominably And  then,  quite 

suddenly,  the  miracle  came  to  passl 

The  very  ghost  of  the  Garden-feel  swept  down  upon  me.  A  faint 
breath  of  the  Dawn-wind:  a  dim  foreshadowing  of  the  Garden-peace: 
saturated  with  the  sun-warmed  magic  of  cypress — drifted  through  fields 
of  golden  daffodil  like  pale  stars  against  a  tideless  sea.  Right  across  the 

steaming  house,    a  vision  hung  suspended   in  the  haze   of  smoke A 

fairy  City,  dome  and  tower  outlined  in  pallid  fire.  A  great,  still  lake, 
shadowing  to  purple,  unimaginable  depths  beneath  ilex  and  cypress,  lay 
before  the  long  terraces  of  shallow  marble  steps  that  led  up,  flight  on 

flight,  to  a  Gate  I  seemed  to    know A    sudden    gust    of    laughter 

jarred  like  a  slamming  door Then,  in  a  flash,  remembrance  came.      It 

was  mine!     My  City;  the  Gates  of  the  World  that  had  been  locked  against 

me  so  long This  only  was  reality.      The  faces,  the  laughter,  the  very 

Dayworld  itself  slipped  out  like  the  Shadow  of  a  Shadow  beneath  my 
feet.  For,  even  as  I  was  aware,  the  Gates  swung  open,  and  the  Long, 
Red  Road  lay  wide  before  me — my  Road,  the  road  to  the  River  and 
the  Garden  that  I  had  never  again  hoped  to  find. 

•:;  *  *  *  # 

Therefore  I,  exile  and  Dayself,  returned  to  mine  own  Land. 
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EVER  hate.  Hate  is  the  strongest  bridge  with  the  Dark.  To 
hate  is  to  distort :  making  ugliness  still  darker,  and  destroying  all 
chance  of  Colour-balance.  Hate  for  even  a  Shadow  adds 
another  Terror  to  the  Dark.  Remember  that  all  ugliness  is  only 
spoilt  Colour-balance  :  and  that  even  Terror-night  and  Shadow- 
fear  can  become  True-Colours  at  the  touch  of  a  Seraph's  wing. 

(2)  Call  the  Nightsoul.      Nine  times  out  of  ten,  it  will  answer.  Many 
people  know  the  Garden,  though  their  Dayselves  are  not  aware  of  it. 

(3)  Remember  that  all  Nightselves  are  beautiful.      The  most  antago- 
nistic Dayselves  can  show  perfect  colour-harmonies  on  occasion. 

(4)  Remember  that  even  the  smallest  taint  of  Fear  bridges  to  the 
Dark.     One  small  bridge  can  endanger  many  Selves. 

(5)  Trust  the  Hothguard,  even  when  the  Dayself  burns  to  ashes  at 
their  touch.     Fire  is  a  True-Colour. 

(6)  Remember  that  too  powerful  a  Dayself  can  overlay  and  choke 
the   Nightself.      Yet,    in   its   turn,    the   Nightself   may   strengthen,    until   all 
touch  with  the  Dayworld  is  lost.     Keep  the  Colour-balance. 

(7)  Remember  that  Daylove  seals  the  Gates  to  the  Dayself.      Day- 
love  is  itself  a  shadow  cast  by  the  Colour-glories,  when  the  balance  slips. 
Love  is  a  True-Colour,  but,  passing  into  the  Dayself,  it  thickens  by  contact 
with  the  Earth-currents,   and  casts  a  shadow.      All  Colour-glories  crystal- 
lise in  the  Dayworld;  and,  therefore,  cast  a  faint  shadow — as  the  Colour- 
balance  changes  slightly. 

Always  remember  that  whatever  Colours  you  bring  from  the 
Garden  undergo  this  change:  and  that,  if  too  great  a  quantity  of  Shadow- 
feel  passes  out  with  them,  there  is  danger  of  a  bridge  with  the  Dark. 

(8)  Those  who  would  keep  the  Road  to  the  Garden  must  forego 
much    that   a   Dayself   desires.      In    Dayworld    and    Nightworld    alike,    all 
must  be  bought  at  a  price. 

(9)  Beauty  is  True-Colour.      If  it  casts  a  shadow,   the  Balance  has 

shifted,   and  it  is  not  quite  perfect Look  for,  and  try  to  destroy  the 

Bridge.     A  strong  Garden-Colour  can  often  pull  the  balance  even. 

(10)  Never  try  to  harm  a  Dayself.      The  Red  Outline  forms  more 
easily  than  the  Blue. 

(11)  Fight   the   Night-Terrors,    and   the  Terror  of  Rhakhoth   which 
is  the  last  onslaught  of  the  Dark. 

Remember  that  Dark  is  only  Light  Un-lighted:  and  that  Shadow- 
Death  brings  with  it  the  glorious  Flame  of  the  Phrahoth's  Spear. 
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